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drawled the words : * It's of no consequence !'
and went away, stiffening his fallen crest. In
front of him he saw again his father's face, and
he couldn't stand it. He sought the rooms of
* Feathers' Totteridge. That engaging youth had
just had his * tosh' and was seated over devilled
kidneys, in his dressing-gown.
Young Jolyon said :
6 Feathers, old cock, give me a note to that
brute Davids !'
Feathers stared. c What ho, friend !' he said.
c Plucked ? He'll skin you, Jo/
c Can't be helped/ said young Jolyon, glumly.
He went away armed with the note, and in the
afternoon sought the abode of Mr. Rufus Davids.
The Hebraic benefactor read the note, and bent
on young Jolyon the glance of criticism.
* How mutth do you want, Mithter Forthyte ? *
he said.
* One hundred and fifty.5
'That will cotht you two hundred thicth
month from now, I give good termth.'
Good terms ! Young Jolyon checked the open-
ing of his lips. One didn't chaffer.
* I like to know my cuthtomerth, you know,
Mithter Forthyte.   I athk a little bird or two.
Come in to-morrow.*
< You can take me or leave me,' said young
Jolyon.
cThatth all right, Mithter Forthyte. To-
morrow afternoon.'
Young Jolyon nodded, and went out.